within many miles, but a very good inn for the accommodation of picturesque tourists, , kept by a very polite well-behaved accommodating old woman, named Gwyneth Owen, whose poor, dear husband was gone to Abraham's bosom. "I hope he will not stay there long/' said the stranger, touched apparently with sympathy by the rueful aspect with which Miss Ap-Nanny deemed it expedient to pronounce these latter words. The hawk's eyes of Miss Ap-Nanny distended with amazement, but she proceeded to point out the way to the inn, observing at the same time: "You seem to be a stranger here, sir." "Perfectly, sweet lady," was the reply, which left Miss Ap-Nanny's curiosity as unsatisfied as before, though her wide mouth was pursed up into a smile by the courteous appellative; for she was not esteemed a beauty in this sinful generation, though she had eyes like the fish-pools by the gate of Bath-rabbim, and a nose like the tower of Lebanon which looks towards Damascus. These prepossessing features, with the subaddition of two thin colourless lips, like faded shreds of pink silk, set altogether in a complexion of smoky yellow, like the wood of the Barberry tree, over-shaded with inflexible masses of coarse copper-coloured hair, and mounted on a neck not perhaps very unlike the Tower which David
[153]ed
